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‘ RE such procesdings ususl,
Mr. Bodeley ™ bhe said, 1urn-
. ing Yg the hotel's gusrdian
; “Doos Lhe mansgemenl per.
mit sueh eourtscus errors,
sk conunendabis errors on the part
of tte omployees ™
Mr. Bodeley shuffied his fost and
arewisd someihing 'ato the besom of
e shirt. “We want that dlamond
nerkince,” he spoke up &t length,
“Indesd T sald Wilding. 1 feit
rather than saw his eyes dart swifily
O me. “Oh, so you want the neck-
Iaon, do you? And so you coms teo
iy apartment, break inte 11, assault
my valel and ransack the place”—
“See hare,” suld Mr. Dunn, “T ean‘t
e bull-conned. | know sl about that
jobh &t Hond's to-day. It waas & put.
‘ up batwoen you snd your pul. Ong of
a- heoked the neoklace while
her was gassing Hond, Now
Want that necklace, or &fe you coms
g along to the house, or do you
'wt to be carried
Hding smiled at him amiably,
l “You are a very amart man, Mr,
Dunn. Hoth you and Mr, Bodeley,
1 admire you greatly., And so u
nll the neoklace, do you? oll,
mrkohm I haven't got It. You
e, I'm honest—If you're not*

Dunn exchanmged o foelipg glanos
with Hodeley. “You've got the stuff
an you, It win't here, and you aln't
time to bunk IL" he sald, rising
4 1 lua fewt. | saw Bodeley's hand

" to his hip.
*That's all right,” said Wilding.
ral'l't handle that gun, Bodeley! Bit
th of you. Yea I've gol &
wun here in my pocket, and I'll loose
¥ and blow your lights out. That's
Ight.  Plerre, take the gentlemen's
wuns, Here, put them on the table”

It win done just as eaxily as that 1
never suspoected that all the time
Wilding had been sitting there, his
right hand negligently thrust nto his
coat pockel, that it cuddled the grip
of & revolver, And as he pointed out
1t would he the sasiest thing Imagina-
ble for him to Are through the coat.
:"l'l:rlrm Ihll dlrﬁ-ngnl I hnd rolnnud

gontlemen of thelr guns, plicing
them before Wilding.

He picked one up with a  smile,
“Thin is better than mine™ he sald
Rrimly, drawing a bnnana from his
cgnt pocket, “"Hut {t won't taste as
p0od,” Dunn's mouth shut with &
suap na he saw how he had been
b , while Rodeley wiped his fore.
head in & venomous of way.

*And now, gentlemon,” sald Wilding,
“I'm a-going to teach you a lesson,
You got hold of the wrong game this

time. ['ierre, go through them. 8hell
out every valuable you oan find. Don't

be afrald”
| 1 had been desperato anough to obey
Wilding's previeus orders, though

aware that I waa openly defying the
Jaw, but 1 hesiiated at this second
command, I mutely questioned Wild-
ing with my eyes, but his were Inexor-

[
“Btrip thlofn. Ploerre! Every jowel!
Bvery cent!™
Mechanically I obeyed. 1 removed
CMr. Bodeley's asleeve links, atuds,
fob, wallet, 1 414 the same for
the Disorest Pawnbroker. Wilding
mt%d unﬁrimly Ill)l [ deposited them
# table one by one
e ow,” he sald, with severe finality,

ulberry Sitreet, 1 trust you gentle-
men will know what that means.
Here the gentlemen made violent of-
to apew forth thelr gagm m!d
v avontually su . “Don't,
bosa.” he pleaded, in n volce which, to
purprise, had changed to |u&9|h-q-
3-. ""ou'u got us down. hat's
the use of jumpin' on a feller? Give
us a chance. Hesides” he added. with
| much cuaning, “you'll only be gettin’
to dgager yourself."
%M contemplated them for n
l long time In allence, broodingly strok-
' "’nhsh chin,
f let you go," he si.d tersely. aut
length, “not because I'm afrald of the
Iaw, but because 1 think you've had a
alrea Kelease the gen-
| . Plerre.”
il sllence the “gentlemen” arose,
in sllence Wilding, sun In hand,
| rted them down the hall. Bodeley
! slouched along with a half hanedog
. M, Lut Mr. Dunn marched stiiny
{ t. his Jaw sot hard. As | opened
door he turned and mimed, with
reat  precision, the parllamentary

“r.
‘q'll remember you, friend,” said he,
s with considerable venom,
“Don't exert yourself unnecessarily,"

¥ sald Wilding, with good humaor,
an, you're  clever, win't you™
sked Mr, Dunn savagely, “But
L4 PlI"—— Here hls companion eaught
his nrm.

“Smothoer 1L advised Bodoley gouff-

Iy. "Wa're gettin' off cheap, an' you
know it, Come along.”
Wikdine, that halt smile on his

{ lips, wytehed them i sllence as they
atoppell Into the elevator. “Let s
2{{!:‘ he gald, with a sigh, “Vultures

When he had regalned the sitting-
reom Dick silently audited the spoils,
“About Bve hundred, Tom. Not so
th? And then
billlard room,

bad for o night's work,
1 won twenty In the
All legitimate Lo
*Logitimate? wald I Aryly, holding
& distinot improssion that we sghould
wery shortly graee s prison,
Wildinw nodded, aveline ma snrane

ly. "Biurely you know who our game
ware?  Don't tell me you really
though! then detectives. 1t s one of

the 1itlle waya of a great olly,

moognited tham, 1 huppan to have
some knowledyge of the Criminal An-
nunl, oa they oull |t Both of our
triends are In the gallery. Thatl badge
that Tunn Anshed wos an ald Broad.
way far conducter's,  Like Mr, Bode-
h', he has holf a dozen allases, Their
real namon are Higelow and Mitohell,
I think, They mnke o great team, |
remiember they wont up about five
yoare nro for that Tifany a®alre. They
are the kind swho prey on the preyers,
Eagoking abool the underworld, huw-

reebooter

| Komance of & New Yorker
Ve Viunied for Trearure on Broadway |
By W. B, M,
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-

F

T unpieapen! lendg
:;: - Mu..l m-:..ﬁ .l-nig

L

Nira n&‘Mu
. ¥ o onil he
was ihe la'v!_d Arieriive 1 was
Beiy game ™ | | L
ring where ;‘4 e
ruch peegl woridly
hrumirdge thoy lowt the

place” -

“Hecamse the -Tlld * Aniehed
Widing qumi‘:“ “I aw n waleh .
ing me in the (™ .r#. and hnew

they wouid come up
fanind you ™
*-l:tu nodded.  “Unfortunalsly,
they fought aover tha e you
smw., 1 was all B Whh
until they recognl the fast that |
lmu;‘l.l:.- -:::l '.fl:l..
aark place. right, &
1o fAnd what they were afler, -.'.'d
have blachmailed me out of i
made ons mistake You 1" not L
On pretense of being wie, Lhey
would have secursd the nscklpoe™— —
"Neckiaoe T said [, bewt od,
“You! suid Wikding “They must
have been spoctators of that miz-up
Pond's, and. as they sald  sus-
pecied |8 was a rnl-n, aftalr’—
“Heavens, Wilding'™ | ertad, Jump-
Ing to my fesl, “you don't mean to
Sy you —you siole that ten-thousand-
dollar  neckleos when—whan you
naudnoaa to get you a card?™
i y

and as slowly ross
He rested hin hands on
table, and we stared into each other's
eyen for & long moment.
“You don't to say you didn't
taks ItT™ sald he at lengih, In & sort

of whisper,
“Ma! 1! What?' sald I, swamped

in poor r and amasamont, *]
take It, anl do g

Our eyes met in, then WA
ing threw hi f Into a chalr and
commenced to laugh.

“Why, t Mooit! Tom, here 1
thought all the time you had taken it,
and | waa trying to protect you, and—
and”—— Has k his heals In the
alr. “Oh, what & mix-up!* Thea he
jumped to his feet and held out his
hand. "Hhake, old man. 1 t
you had fallen to a big temptation,
but 1 ses now that soms third party
must have got next.”

“Do you mean to say the neckiace
wan stolen? sald I, groping about In
a mental fog.

“Kvidently, Thomss. And those
sharks thought it was by us. If they
think so It wlll not be vary long be-
fore the police copour'

“Hut we're Innocent,” I protested
beatndly.

“Yes, and only you and I balleve 1"
said b!ck. seratching  his  head.
“We're not exactly evangellsts,™ he
added with a smile, “and they don't
know onr pode=that we only rrow
from certaln parties—such, for in-
stance, as our guests to-night. They
came to bite, Tom, and we met our
teoth In ‘em. And we hadn't the
necklace, at thal—thank the Lord!
1'll bet Mitchell, the funny Iittle crook,
will squeal to Mulberry Btreet—asay
we have the necklace. In suoh camses,
next to a clean consclenocs, it's best to
have a clean pair of heeln. [ don't
fancy hitting jall for ten thousand I
nover had.”™

“Then It means moving?™ mmid I

loomily.

" “Dont know,” sald Dick maoodily,
“I'll stay as long as | ean take a
chance. [ imagine Mitchell will think
twice bhefore coming In contact with
the police., For llll 1 know, they may
wanted themaelves,™
h.--l didn’t fancy that little man’s
face,” 1 sald finally. “He doesn’t in-
cline toward you like a mother. I'd
lcok out for him.*

Wildin sniffed ocontemptuoualy.
"Rallu do‘n't come whers there ia no
chnens.”

He olided o yawn with a
will be as eventful, Tom, if not more
] ETTER get your things to-
“We have to migrate.”
sudden alarms.
copted a week's stay al the Hiuyve-
“You've acoepled a week's stay at
Thomas. Beautiful place—so I hear."
“Looks Uke 11, eh?  You see, It's this
such things as socll mutch-mukers—
Now, 1've mnde the aoquaintance of a
biliard room, and so was 1, and we
celved our third check In the cafe wo
rieht of bearing his father's name, has
pame, very naturally markets its in-
Partridge  undertukes to  introduce
who own fortunes potent enough to
3 Tho
If the article Is n t accepred. (Cun-
“And do you mean 1o say you are
“Lelnnd Btuyvesant's only ¢hild 1"
Wouldn't that be better than jumpling
You never
met her, ek

“It has been an interesting day, at
“gueh affalrs are matters of fact in
And, as usual, Wilding was right.
B gether, Tom,"” advised my

"Police or board hil?”

“Nelther—this time. We are golng
sants’"” Wilding hummed and en-
the Btuyvesants' *'—

“Tes, but heavens, Dick! are you on
way,” he explained, taking sudden
evor hear of them? Well, never mind,
palr—ol, Partridge sad his wife. The
naturally came together. ‘Birds of &
hnd come to vnderstand each other
tho entres Lo the best society, wnd,
fuence. In whort, my dear Thomas,
needy but presentable younsg men to
tempt Hymen, Also, they further the

'
price is 38-1-3 per cent. of sald for-
fomers cun be readily sulted, for there
kolng Lo pay vourt to Miss Corinne

“Why not, Tom? They aay she's
board hills 7

“To see me 8 to love me." Dara-

-
all events, Diok. N,
the 1ite of a soclal pirata, Every day
CHAPTER V.

triend, a day or two later.
1 asked, for 1 was becoming inured to
where board bllls are not. 1 have ac-
deavored to look quite blase.

“Phelr country home at TRonlyn,
vislting terms with the Btuyvesanta?’
compussion on my face: “Thore ure
Thore are better people In the world,
colonel was looking for prey In the
feather,” &¢. By the time we had re-
rather well. The doughly colonel, by
posscpsing  lardly more than that
by the aid of his very ¢lever wife, Col,
females of any wyo-—mald or widow-—
cnuriashin as muach as thew onn
tune, whatever It miay be-—no charge
Is & large stock of goods on hand.”
Hluyvesant ™ gald I, in holy horror,
worth o million In her own right,

“Hut you don't love her.
phrased Wildlog gayly. “Aud couldn't
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u love anybody for & million, Tom?

aports have It that she {s
fair. And don't you think I'm worth &
milllon? Come, now, be honest, Tom,
and don't mind my blushes'

He really did look the man any girl
might dress far, but I only groanesd.

1 don't mind so much fuking hotals
and erooks, but—women! ‘Tampering
with & girl's affections, Don't, Dick,
A girl can really love but the onoa,
Don't muke her onre for you"——

"You sound like a religious sermon.”
faughed Wilding, “Your faith in my
powers of fascination is very flatier.
ing. but reason bids me beware, Why,
Miss Stuyvesant has the pick of the
market, She m mortgaged al-
ready, though Col. P, says he dousn’t

think so, But I'll] have to stack up
ugalinat anything from a titled pauper
to a bloated author, An why

shouldn't | have u number in the lot-
tory? Miss Stuyvesant, like as not,
might put her falr hand into the bag
and draw my charming self. All“the
rest, 1'll bet, are after her money, Just
the same an nudr . 1 have the face
to ncknowledge it; therein lies the
great difference,”

“Will you have the tuce w acknowl-
edge i1t to her?" suid 1 dryly.

“Poor Tom, what lphump vl Wo.

en demand love, It |s necessary to
their existence. Krge why unde-
celve her? And 1 would be marrylog
for love—love of nmuoﬂv."

I saw, despite his 0 ey, that
my friend had determined to try his
Juek, and 1 promptly gave way 1o
furehoding.

“And this old marital usurer—will
ho get |hmulllumd:;m odd thr#._nud it
ol marry Isn Bruyvesan
¥y “Uem-m,"” sald \tlldlu‘. *Love
ays, doesn't 1tY”

» 't“r'[l brmhﬂhlalwt;kcd onl:.’ l::::
to hel u. urely ha mu

the Hrr:w’::-umu very well indeed if
he can invite you for & week (o their
houne," .

“Phat's the funny part,” sald Wild-
ing serlously. “Col. P. knows them
intmately, and, with the ussistance
of his wife, can nid me greatly., But,
I did not recvive the invitation from
him, You remembor that small
square envelope you handed me this
morning? 1t was the invitation from
Mry., Stuyvesant horself, There is
golng to be o week's merrymaking at
TThe Farm-—her ocountry-place—fol-
lowed by w pirthduy-party in honor
of Misy Corinne, 1 am one of the
guesiy*

“Hut don't
walled,

*I know I don't, But the invitation
came to Wallues Templeton, Astor
Hotel, and isn't that the nama [ bor-
rowed® Of course it n'"

*Phan thers must be o real proprie.
tor of that name. The real Temple-
ton will khow up at the party, and--
whow you up, Don't be & fool, l‘l'll.'k."'l

“How ean he coma when | have his
Invitation?" suid Dick Impationtly
“And thera's too big a mess of Fuests
ut thess fashionable meets for any
ene to know who's who. I'll risk It !
It'a ton sond A chanos o pass un, |
Col. P. couldn’t get me an inwvitation
for such o family affalr, and a week's
free board fan't to ba despised thesn
unregensrate doys, It seems as If 1°d
heard that name Wallace Templeton
bafore, but 1 can't place It. You
Lnow how npames run through your
head. Tt gounded cuphonious, and o
I collared It—and see what It has
brought me already." |

I bielng you lots maore before It
has done with you,” eaid 1. “Laots of
trouble.*

“Job's ecomforter,”
gond-naturedly.

“And then Col. Vartridge thinks
you're Tewpleton,” 1 burst vut h“‘.l

you know them,” I

aniffed “':h'lln(!
|

edly, as & new phase of the situation

bave oqunlln'l his
fO0 appreciative mize
ever he wont.

supposing you marry her'-—
“My, but you out an awful lot of
Ll before you eat,” {interrupted
ng, with n balf-vexed laugh. “If
we wore all like you, Tom, we'd have
onular Indigestion. Take & risk, Take !Dgulshed
A risk, man, The more the merrier, i0 _the laundry,
The world's made up of risks, d @ dlagonal view of the lawn.
and man bate a cownrd—and so do I, " 'E seesus
I'm golng Into this thing wide open tar” said W
with all the switches sot agalnst ma,
if you Hke. It may be a freak, but st
least weo'll make & week's board out
of it. Come on, old bull-face, to arms,
7 anmsl—the falr Mins Stuyvesand's
arms, lot us bope. It's an exouss for
jumping this hotal bill, But 1 must
make a note of It And he produced
his pocket ledger and gravely recorded
the score wa hiad standing againat us.
“Am 1 to be Plerre? I sald, with a
reslgned slgh.
“If you will far favor me, mon-
sleur,” returned Dick, bowing. "The
cabinet room of & house Is situlted
in the back stairs, You will be able
to ansimilate o vast amolod of wis-
dom, If the deal through you'll
never have to work in this world.
::2 .t_ promise reganding the futyre
"I think it's in & falr way of being

by “‘Irfltn“. the butler, 1 scon

feot two.
s 3

[ n pa
regular haysta
Wilding had accepted a cup of

liked the girl.
“Mademuinelle
in Mademolselle Stuyveaant?
fiings nodded condescend!
Miss Corinne had been a
apiration of his own.
Here Qol. Part
angle of vislon, and with affeoted
difference

appy

diplomatioally

ihe lawn, was completely at his gase,
In faot, perbaps

From & chance commeat drop

¥ dawned upon me. “What are you o my too al
thinking of, DickT And you'll court :r. he appeared the most strikin
Misa SBtuyvesant under an aliss. And figure there his brains mus

for thers was
crowd whor

in-

Ins Stuyvesant. We wers
which commanded

ite popular, your mas-
lHngs, with & sniff, ans
he looked down from his majestic six
feot upon my poor benighted five

I was watohl a
reon. Bhe owne
of auburn thalr,

a
tea

and was smiling up into her eyes, |

ln vert—green—ahe
Wit-
ly, as if

in-

crossed our

Ined his wife, who had
nundiﬂldlul and
I Miss Corinne In juxtaposition, thersby
effectunlly eNacing soveral nonde-
soript young men whe had evinced
strong symptoms of inolplent gal-

hell.” sald L lantry, Col. Partridge was short and
“It's good there Is & place provided wheezy, overfSowing bis clothes with
for us,” commented W'i’ld'.n:. with a m:,-'ﬁ.-u.. On t:e other hand, his

careless laugh. “Ad all events, let us
Ko there huppy.™

"There is one consolation,” 1 sug-
gestod, brightening o Uttle, * o'llnga
out of ths way of thoss two scamps,
Bigelow and Mitohell ™

“And the law, Thomaas, the law, If it
should wstill | ne we have that
noecklace, But oslyn is not in
Ching, as you may have suspected,
and, in the words of the tmmortal
g-ﬁa.r!c ard—'¥You never can

Thet afternoon found us installed
;l ‘I"ho H‘n-rnl:. tharnlou- ostate am- ogled,

recing a nine-hole It eourse an
an artificial lake. 'l‘r:ro ware qult: o g Syl e pavesaty.
i number of guests, in the main com-
posed of the smart set with a sprink-
iing of tha professions—the usual per-
functary cliques of soclety,

As "Templeton's man” my sphara
of usefulness was necessarlly con-
fined W aupposedly supserintending
my master's Klrtlmbn. enlivened by
gnulplng with the retinus of ser-
vants. was thankful that my as-
sumead nationality, In a great degres,
protected me from undue attention,
"nr I was miserably conssons of my
position, Wilding, en the ather hand,
from the occasional glimpass | had of
him, playing golf and drinking tea on

me of o darning needle,

“'s carries s menu all dow
Mean old codger,

lelnurely passed. ‘*T'h

eTe's A
man for you.

I'ad a mind to. Ho

yours—nohha. As If
teMl my master's affairs—heml

n kentieman,

ter gave."

oung fashlon-plate that,
new, diferentiated him from the
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wifo was alarmingly thin—thin and
sharp, with a curiously blank face,
It wos liko a long gap. She reminded

“Col. Partridge,"” vouchsafed Wif-
Aingw, as the doughty warriqr ru(m!.
n ‘in vost.

‘B never tips. Ah,
there's Mr. Horner,” as laolho'r. Agure
ntle-
"E ke to-day.
could tell you something nbgut “Im 1t

“What about heem " uilodl. inter-
.

"Now,
now, Frenohy, nons of your impidence,
1 knows my business and you knows
1 was golng to
As I
war a-saying of when you wera so
tmpolite as Lo Interrupt, Mr, Horner in
"B gave e fve dollars
just for a opening of hia chamber
door. And that's more than your mas.

1 took & good look at Mr. Horner,
The butler's words had roused my M
curiosity. Thers was evidently some-
thing about this quiet, unostentations
Wifflinge

re-

mainder of the young men present,

.?Mh‘llll that
Ll u'yvmn knew alse, 1 am not nat-
urally suspicious, but I magined that
It might pay both Wilding and myself
to keep an eye on suave Mr. Horner,

An I grow more acoustomed to my
role, m§ apprehension regarding our
oM pa slowly diminished, and |

would have been quite at my oass but
for the knowledge that Misa Coripne,
to whom I had taken a great and
sudden liking, based on a mers In-
spoction of her, woas in a fair way of
lwms outrageously tmposed upon, For
1 had noted that she had taken Kindly
to Richard Widing.

The remaloder of the evening

off very nlcely indeed, I ovon
venturing so far as to entertaln the
servants' hall with & few Fronoh
chansoas, rellet of my Yule days
Howavar, 1 came near excecding the
apeod llmit, for that eveniog, as [ was
on mr way to Wilding's room, sup-
nedly to overhaul hia dinner drenss,
met one of the malds In the corridor.
Hhe was dark and pretiy, and she
bad listened In silence to my epter-
talnment.

“¥| dbne, monsleur,” sald she, stop.
gln' with & smila which I did not
ancy,

“Which?' sald I, my surprise get-
ting the better of my roje. | saw the
mischint In her eyes.

“Monsleur 18 from Ploardy?' she
aaked In French, her birdlike litile
hend om ona side.

"Oul, mademoisslis,” sald 1 cau-
tiously.

“Charmant,” aald sha.

“Cortalnement,” nald 1.

fhe ayed me dreamily, "How funny.
Ploardy? Are you quite sure? Your
Avonnt—euraly It ia Lon. "

“Oh, yes,” sald 1. “Ureton, to be
sure.”

“Areton? ahe echoed, In affecied
astonishment. “Surely you are mis-
taken. Ciumnz. suraly. And thoss
songa—aurely the folk-songs of Gaa-
cohy—for there I waa born."

“Gascony, Pleardy, Breton—whigh«
ovar you Tike, chere amie,” sAld I,

“Even—Amerioan?' sald she, her
llnf-r at her lipm,

‘Even—American” and [ fooked
Into her ayes,

Then, and for me |t was excendingly
bold, I took her under the chin and
Kinsod her. Bhe slapped my face, but
not befors | had felt her lips give hack
the kiss. And it was a good thing,
that bold move of mine. For 1 had
made a friend where | might easlly
have made & troublesome fon For
arie, mo her name proved, confided
to me that she was Miss Corinne's

mald,

“And,”* sald ahe demurely, 1 know
you are no more a gentieman’s man
than & Frenchman, You have your
own reasons, and | will respect thum,"

And so I kissed her again, and we
were fomt friends. I knew Wilding
would be glad that I had found a
friend at court—in the princess’s bed-
chamher, ’

I found him anathematizing his
evening clothca, “lang il Thoiasi™
trying 1o ses the middie of his back In
the cheval glass., "how does the thing
look? 1'm on the rocks for clothos,
Theas are as old as Balaam's ass
This swell maob has me grogey on
dresa. I'!ll have te hunt up a new
tallor—and ecredit. But I'm pulling a
great stroke with Miss Hiuyvesant ™

“So [ saw.,” said I dAryly. And | re
hearsed my adventurs with fair
Marle,

“(Jad!" he eried, alapping me on the
back, "and so you actoally kissed
her? Why, you aeasoned old fascina-
tor! Work her for all you're worth, One
can never have too many friends, Hoe
how many I have. Didn't they fluck
around me, ¢h? 1 tell you, Thomas,

“my master,” Mr, o

: LY. the following day Wil

| ng and Miss Miny

| f ware logether "t
' alparly a ecsse of interest
’Irltt the girl, or sameihing very lke
W, and my beart mingave ma  And |
|wurmised trom ostasional glimpess of
]Wlulafi fate that perhaps he was
[ Anding the sscapade less to his liking
than he insmined possible. What with
the Partridges’ diplomacy. hecked by
his host and bostess's favor which he
Lad saslly wub, logetber with muiual
inclination, 1t was ihe saslost (hing
for him to menvpolise the girl. The
rant of the mussts puired off as In-
fli“:lmn Meintad.

ing mach n
time was prod
portunity e
pludy, and my

J on m
indpat of fates had
| weparate me, | strolled
“na d soon
Inrr my: .M'..ml“ on
an overhapging rose
L the -mnuat:a lake. ¥ companiog’
philusophy  com my
aoul, and | ‘f“ fast "mm,!
the munsic o
whan the -w-rd volces
baok mentalily my aavir
Peoring through the rese hush,

Sreas

Iillll. 1 mul? -ud nl'-'"'d
ri's eyos. cou
:lrim. for | well knew z'l
would not forgive me for .
ing and perhaps breaki 0&
n tote. And so I tur
but was again the

"t&ul remind you of somne

in

AT, TLTER mefded. itowly; ol
hand.  “Why—yes” ghe r&
e Yo o R g B
"
otr.a!lll!‘ " :ﬂnoe at *1]4!
e ohap said Dy reop
RO " s
“VHe 1 the if

My lnionum L“ls Jd

direct compliment had t him
his guard. “You have & wveln
reapm,”’ he

of the girl's ouriously big,
opened eyows, began flipping pebb
into the lake. “Were you aver
love, Miss Corlnne?™ he asked abru

Iy, at Im:lnh. 1 thought It o ques
promple mbarrasamant.
Whe ralee or oyohrows ever

ittle., "How umgallant,

air of fulse tosih?

Have

If so, 1L waa 1
mean” ran on, 0o 0
mn;-nr‘n‘imn; oyes, ons knee hel
s hands, “supposing you—sr—that
W3 nderetand” fuiehed Mise O
understand,” or-
lpne dryly. "Yng‘ mean supposing a

parson stuttersd
Honestly, Migs

TemMAr

"No, I'm wserious.
Corinne, 1 mean now"——
“Hupoosing w person was Introdug-
od uoder a false pame, what wopld
be the bost way to acknowledge
:?uu:ioli" agnin finished the girl, this
me y.
l\\;sldu:- 't:a::.‘ mm“nw
at her, but was
over the lake. “IU'a a perfect ‘s;‘
reationuly,

't it she added oconve

'Itil nu:t unwnwlouorn. ¥
“Eir—why, yea—yon, of 0o and

3.::.]“ bad recourse to his ﬁ:hm-

e wan plainl n g&
not lmnwlll:l' w .'l'ing‘t)”ll l;
Mins Corinne’s question to chance g
intent, I Imagined It pure moeide
for if intentional ahe would have fol-
Inwed the matter up before,

““I think we have changed from the
original question, have we not?” ahe
nskod auietly, taking the conversa.
tional lead from her companion’s tem.
porarily lmpotent mlr'%f. "You were
neking me if | ever wus In love. Oh,
lots and lote of times,
proverblal seveuty times seven. | ve-
membor when I wore pigtalls, treckies
u}u.l painted sibowas |
affair with & dear litte bo
shiny face, who was In mr’dt:lan.
Clpss, Heo had a fiat hoad, byt w
e wore a4 hat it dido’t ahow. Then—
let me sop—oh, I had lots and lots,
And then there were the deop, t
passions, all headachy and l:’lra:g'
Ever have thon? ©Oh, you really
should Your appetite goes away
down In your hboots, and you get
treopy things down the back when-
tver you see your hero. | remember
I ate candy and nothing else for a
wholse wee That was befors the
:sl‘c JYale-Harvard gamo four years

YIndesd,” murmured Wilding polite-
Iy, straightening imperceptibly,

"L"‘m-m," Wald the girl, her ayea
far away, "You know,"” confldenti-
ally, “I was awtully In love with Dick
Wilding, the Yale back.” #Hhe threw
baok her hoad and laughed umtil |
aaw her fresh ,wunf teath.

"Indeed,” sald Wlding ain, eau-
tiously whifting a foat. “How vary
nice <1 mean, how very pleasant.”

“Uem-m," wsaid Miss Corinne. *“1
fviwinber i tirew nam & rose, and he
pickad It up-and bowed to quits an-
other girl In the grandstand. 1 con-
templated sulolde that day very seri-
ously, Do you know, you remind me
very much of him?™*

Do 1T How funny,” sald Dick, not
ut all looking as If he saw the humor.

“Alan! for our early laves,™ com-
mantod Misa Corinne, with a half
algh

"How—er—traglo,” murmured Diek,
sturing stralght before him. *“And te
think you could be—er—in love with
a pioture—for you never mot Wild.
Ine."

I saw where he had Wandered, and
my heart knooked ugalnst my lps,

"How do you know | never melt

the desest- °

hal

Wilding and Miss B t ]
B o one ...1.,;:::'.-'.....‘% '
shirted the lake. Yy Ware

I
Why 1" r
“Oh-—=jusl because,” 4 he daifi-
dently, Was this actl El‘)‘
o
d

& desperats v

£ har A

Yes, unto the e

For who should be among the diners
this evening bai & now guest

Hitle, po us man, with a bald hea
wid glugses. | knew him at onoe for
Mr. d, the big jewsler wno had
some pretensions in the soclal line,
And Wilding was seated betweon him
and Miss Corinne. | was quite s
that Mr. Bond had some suspielon

the other's identity, for his eyos wer
over on Diok's while he M
wolly with Miss Corinne, apparently
quite &l hin eane.

Omes during a lull in the conver-
sation, Mr. Bond ieaned over, "Au‘
sald he, lpu‘an me, but haven't we—
Hl ok‘l before ™

Al goked studlously blank, "I am
afrald not™ he nald, with a amiie,
\ "‘Ir. I'I'.t:;liﬂi;tl arrived from ..1.
and only the other day,” su M.
:;l I'-l-. Corinne, lovine 2 th e
are

But he eyed Wilding in a way 1
not !uw.y. ﬂm?ﬂ'lhl his napkin in

dgy fAngers. en fortune wo

nve |L that Wifflings should be

to the wing-cellur, and with a few
hastily digested lnstruetions [ -
forve, was dedionled to the dinlng-
room Lo elear the tabie, | owned a
d;fe.al knowlode -'s the butler's art,
ehin auguire Tom  story.books,
and, f.. the main, | think, eondue
myself with dignity and reserve. In
fact, T overheard the hostoss wh

& congratulatory witticlam to W
ing anent the versatility of his "man®;
apolomiping the while for the necaps
pily that demunded the courtesy.

(To Be Coptiayed.)
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